Everything I knew about college came from the movies. On my very first day, overwhelmed with the sights and sounds of being on a real college campus, I wandered toward the comforting aroma of barbecue. Mesmerized by all the activity, I fell into a 6-foot construction trench that was inches from the source of the smell: a fire pit where a fraternity was grilling meat to recruit new pledges.
It wasn't the last hole I'd find myself in during college, but all the others were less literal. As the months turned into semesters, I got a classic case of too much fun and too little class time. At the end of my second year, my major professor sat me down and said, "You are never going to graduate unless something big changes."
Teen pregnancy, alcoholism, trouble with the law-my family had done it all. I wanted to break free from old Poffenroth habits-which, I realized, I had been slipping toward, unwittingly. But it wasn't until I entered my graduate program in conservation ecology that I felt I was on the right path. My conservation work gave me something bigger than myself to strive for. It exposed me to passionate and dedicated people. I had positive role models to inspire me, but I struggled to fit the new me into my old family.
Over dinners I wanted to discuss Emerson and Dawkins, while my family wanted to discuss soap operas and game shows. One Thanksgiving, I decided to invite over a few school friends who could not be with their faraway families. As we sat for dinner, my family gravitated toward our large, mahogany 
